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read a book once about the stars. . . . What
are they saying ? " She stopped in front of the
dining-room window. " Timothy," she noted.

" The silent young man," said Miss Eliot.

" Yes, Jacob Flanders," said Mrs, Durrant.

" Oh, mother ! I didn't recognize you ! "
exclaimed Clara Durrant, coming from the opposite
direction with Elsbeth. " How delicious," she
breathed, crushing a verbena leaf.

Mrs. Durrant turned and walked away by
herself.

u Clara ! " she called.    Clara went to her.

" How unlike they are ! " said Miss Eliot.

Mr. Wortley passed them, smoking a cigar.

" Every day I live I find myself agreeing
. . ."he said as he passed them.

" It's1 so interesting to guess . . ." murmured
Julia Eliot.

" When first we came out we could see the
flowers in that bed," said Elsbeth.

" We see very little now," said Miss Eliot.

" She must have been so beautiful, and every-
body loved her, of course," said Charlotte. " I
suppose Mr. Wortley ..." she paused.

" Edward's death was a tragedy," said Miss
Eliot decidedly.

Here Mr. Erskine joined them.

" There's no such thing as silence," he said